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the villagers. And just as in the jungle fear and
hunger for ever crouch, slink, and peer with every
beast, so hunger and the fear of hunger always lay
upon the village. It was only for a few months
each year after the crop was reaped that the vil-
lagers knew the daily comfort of a full belly. And
the grain sown in chenas is an evil food, heating
the blood, and bringing fever and the foulest of all
diseases, parangi. There were few in the village
without the filthy sores of parangi, their legs eaten
out to the bone with the yellow, sweating ulcers,
upon which the flies settle in swarms. The naked
children, soon after their birth, crawled about with
immense pale yellow bellies, swollen with fever, their
faces puffed with dropsy, their arms'and legs thin,
twisted little sticks.
The spirit of the jungle is in the village, and in
the people who live in it. They are simple, sullen,
silent men. In their faces you can see plainly the
fear and hardship of their lives. They are very
near to the animals which live in the jungle around
them. They look at you with the melancholy and
patient stupidity of the buffalo in their eyes, or the
cunning of the jackal. And there is in them the
blind anger of the jungle, the ferocity of the leopard,
and the sudden fury of the bear,
In Beddagama there lived a man called Silindu,